2                  ENGLAND'S   HOUR

The mellow serenity of lanes and woods makes
the gathering crisis in Europe seem only the
more malevolent and incongruous.

Rumours begin to fly round our hamlet. The
soldiers who left their muddy tents and duck-
boards are.now reported to have sailed for an
"unknown destination". Hundreds of Americans
are said to be leaving England; someone has seen
the German liner Euwpa passing Southampton
at full speed without stopping to disembark her
passengers. The evacuation of children from
London and other threatened cities is rumoured
to have begun; a neighbour has watched a
trainload of boys and girls passing through
Brockenhurst. In this and other Forest villages,
all available rooms at the country hotels are
suddenly booked up. At two hours' notice, a
young friend from London descends with her
nurse and baby upon our cottage. Hurrying
in the seventh-hand Baby Austin to Lyndhurst,
our nearest "town", we lay in an extra
stock of sheets and crockery. We also buy
black sateen and plywood for darkening our
windows.

On August 24th, the news of the German-
Soviet Pact is published, and the Crisis in
Embryo becomes the Crisis Proper.

"I can't guess," writes an author friend from
Berkshire who is anxiously wondering whether
to accompany the P.E.N. Conference to Sweden,